The Cyclops 


The first thing she saw, were two feet. The glass lamp hardly shining the 
dark room, reflected the inverted image of her hand, grasping the bed 
clothes tight. 


- You should breathe out, - said the woman who stood by her side, changing 
the gauze that soaked in the sweat on her forehead covered with her hair. 


- Like this, - said the midwife breathing out if she were blowing a candle. 


The other woman tried to mimic her action, but she could not, because of 
the unbearable pain of her pelvis bones contracting them in opposite 
directions. She involuntarily fell on her side, but the midwife set her 
immediately upright. 


The midwife started to pull the baby hesitantly, with the uncertainty of a 
person who for the first time has seen a baby coming to life through a 
breech birth. 


- You should push, - said the woman. 
- I am dying, - cried the other. 


The umbilical cord wrapped the baby’s body like two intertwining and 
breeding snakes, under the dark greyish mucus of the placenta that did not 
allow to see further details of the body: protuberances, swellings and 
junctions. The lines and wrinkles on the child’s body seemed as if they 
designed on his skin the map of a foreign and unknown world. 


The midwife pulled the child slightly, with a bashful and gloomy look at the 
same time, trying to encourage more herself than wife, for what she might 
see later. 


She screamed and twisted from the unbearable pain, as if she were 
suffering from the crisis caused by an unknown disease. The woman 
standing by her side, tried to set her straight and change her position that 
made the birth even more difficult. 


Suddenly, the baby’s chest started to appear, covered with veins resembling 
a spider web and with a birthmark in the middle of the belly, as big as an 
olive fruit. 


- I’m dying, - shouted the woman, whose face was covered with sweat and 
tears. 


The black stain that smudged the bed sheets was spreading and becoming 
scarily huge, like an amoeba feeding on tens and hundreds of invisible 
beings around it. Then, the left seven-fingered hand of the child, appeared. 
She stopped screaming, took a deep breath and pushed with all her might. 
She passed out. The midwife turned her head away, covering her face with 
both hands. 


- Oh, my God! - she cried. 


- What’s me matter? - asked the other woman wiping the sweat of the new 
mother. 


She couldn’t say anything else, but "Oh, my God!" 


Her face was smudged with blood, as she had touched it with her dirty 
hands. The other woman approached to hold her a piece of gauze to clean 
it, but when she saw the baby, took a step back with bulging eyes and let 
out a barely perceptible sigh. She reached her hand behind to hold on the 
table, but it touched a clay vase which rotated several times and then fell 
down and broke into pieces. 


After a moment of silence, the child started crying. The woman covered his 
face with the gauze and went out running. The midwife ran after her. 


They opened the wooden door and went out. Everything was plunged into 
darkness, while the dense clouds floated through the night with a dull 
monotony. Under their feet, they heard the rustle of the dead grape leaves 
that had covered the porch of the house and some drowsy owls were 
aligned on top of the surrounding wall, with their heads set aside, sleeping 
in the dead of the night. They went across the way clasping the hands and 
whispering prayers in different languages. The woman tripped over a rock 
and fell down. After some steps, the midwife turned back and helped her to 
stand up. The blood on her face had started to coagulate. They reached the 
well and took out a pail full of water. 


The midwife cleaned her own face and hands and then poured some water 
and the other woman washed her face, too. 


They stayed for a while in front of each other, saying nothing, with only the 
crickets chirping piercing the dead silence. 


- We can’t leave her like that, - said the midwife. 
- I know it quite well, - replied the other, - but I cannot go inside. I can’t. 


- Listen to me, - continued the midwife, grasping the woman by her 
shoulders. - He won’t live. Do you understand? 


-That monster was crying. 


- He will not be crying for a long time, -said the midwife. - We must turn 
back. 


- No, you go back, - said the women. - I cannot go in there anymore. 
- Will you leave me alone? 


- I cannot enter there anymore, - uttered the other loudly and disappeared 
into the dark. 


The midwife sat on a wooden bench and covered her face with both hands. 
From the top of the surrounding wall, a martin was looking at her with its 
shining eyes like two small moons. The night was totally dark and from a 
small open window, you could see the Scorpius constellation but without its 
tail, as it was hidden behind a huge and cotton greyish ball. The chirping of 
the crickets went on drowned by the forest of coniferous trees located on 
the outskirts. 


She stood up whispering something unintelligible. She did not even 
understand how she could utter it and went back to the well. The dead 
grape leaves rustled after each step and she started to feel afraid. She filled 
the pail with water and turned towards the house. 


The lamp flames fought against the darkness of the room, but only 
spreading a dim light. The woman had not recovered yet, but did not care 
that much about her. She had a look at the baby, who was next to her feet 
and hade his face covered. He wasn’t crying anymore. 


- He’s probably died, - she mumbled, letting out a relieved sigh. - He 
shouldn’t even be born. 


She set the pail on the floor and drew the lamp closer to the baby. The right 
side of his chest was pulsing rapidly and he was breathing in. The midwife 
lit the fire and put the water to heat it. Then, she started to wander around 
the room. She wasn’t thinking about anything. She was not able to think at 
all. She clapped her hands, but silently, as she didn’t want to make noise. 
She returned to the baby, held the hand out to uncover his face, but 
couldn’t do anything. The water was boiling and the bubbles were inflating 
like small balloons, only to immediately burst with a popping sound. She 
grasped the handle of the dish with a cloth, lifted it up and then poured the 
hot water in the pail. 


She went back to the room. Then put the pail with the boiling water under 
the bed. She had another peek at the new mother, but she had not 
recovered yet. 


Then, she cut the baby’s umbilical cord with a pair of scissors, took him by 
the feet and lifted him up. The gauze covering his face fell and upside down 
as he was, the child, started to sob again noisily. The water vapours hit the 
head covered with the thin and grey hair. The closer she drew the child to 
the hot water, the stronger became his yelps, accompanied by the 
suffocated crying. The midwife closed her eyes. 


- My baby, - shouted the woman suddenly. 


The midwife trembled and lifted the baby up quickly. The woman stood up 
immediately, as if she had been awoken from a nightmare and saw the baby 
in the midwife’s arms. The latter went away, without giving to the new 
mother the possibility to see him. 


Then, she brought a bath tub and put the baby inside. After, she rose to 
bring the hot water and on the way through the hall she saw her face 
reflected on a mirror. She could not stare at it for a long time. She sniffed 
and then spat. Then, turned into the room, leaving behind a black square 
shape covered with drooling. 


- I want to see my baby, - said the woman. 


-You need to rest, - replied the midwife bringing a pail with hot water, 
without looking at her. 


She returned to the room, where she had left the baby. He cried and moved 
his hand and legs agitatedly. The woman waited for the water to cool, lift 
the baby with her right arm, turned him face down, filled a mug with water 


from the pail and cleaned him. The child kept crying and sobbing. She 
turned him face up, poured some water over the body and then washed his 
head. The water in the bath tub turned pink. 


She wrapped the baby in a towel, leaving only his face uncovered and put 
him over a small wooden crib. Then, she wandered around the room, 
without knowing what to do, until she heard the other woman’s voice from 
the next room. She went there. 


- My baby, - said the woman, - where is it? 
- It’s a boy. 


- I did not ask you his sex, I asked where is he, - said the woman. - I want to 
see my child. 


- Relax! First you need to recover. 


- Where is he? I want to see him, - continued the other with her voice 
growing fainter. 


The midwife took a deep breath, but did not reply to her. The woman 
noticed a sort of fright on her face that left no way or possibility to think 
about, but something terrible. 


- Isn’t he...isn’t he well? 


- No, he is ok, - replied the midwife with a despondent tone, without looking 
at her. 


-Then bring him to me! Why do you keep him away from me? 


- You should relax. All this might not be good for you, - she mumbled and 
stood up. 


She went to the kitchen, heated some milk and mixed it with honey. She 
drew the glass closer to the woman, but she did not drink at all. 


Then she drew the thick curtains and from the window saw the outline of 
the black pine forest, darker then the night itself, which since days had 
started to become longer than the day. The cool and dry air of the mountain 
entered inside. Outside, it seemed as if the world and the universe had 
stopped for a while and floated in the immaterial emptiness of the silence. 
The clouds followed each other, becoming thicker, like the creation of a 
dark, secret and invisible alchemy. The weather started to become colder 


and probably the next day would be cloudy, wet and rainy. She closed the 
window and noticed again a reflection that she did not want to see. 


Then from the corner of her eye, she saw the woman who was writhing and 
moving her head as if she were denying something. As if she wanted to 
negate a truth, which was coming towards her like a wrecking ball. The 
midwife looked at her silently, with her swollen hands that had folded the 
apron smudged with blood and uterine fluids. 


- I want to see him, damn it, - said the women with a voice that suddenly 
became harsh and sounded like a masculine voice. - Why are you hiding 
him? 


- No, there is nothing to be hidden, - replied the midwife, looking at her with 
compassion. She took a piece of cloth, folded it twice and soaked up from 
her forehead the sweat drops that dissolved, as bigger ones replaced them 
instantly. 


She took again the untouched glass with milk and honey and handed it over 
to the woman. She grasped it, threw it against the wall breaking it into 
pieces. 


The midwife went into the other room. The baby had the chest uncovered 
and was crying. She covered him, took him in her arms and tried to calm 
him down. But the baby kept crying, the mouth open wide, the denture 
deformed and the lacerated lisp, as if bitten by wild beasts. 


The midwife tried to calm him down, while she kept rocking him in her 
arms. 


The lower part of the towel seemed warmer. She saw it. It had a huge stain, 
because he had wetted himself. Then the midwife changed the towel and 
cleaned his legs with a wet cloth. 


She heard noises from the other room. She went in there, with the baby in 
her arm. The woman had fallen from the bed, face down. The midwife put 
the baby on the table and went to help the wife. 


- You will see your son, - said the midwife holding the baby up, - but please, 
first you need to rest. 


- I want to see him, - she insisted. 


- All right, - repeated the midwife walking backwards, always staring at the 
woman. - All right. 


She took the baby in her arms and approached the woman with unsteady 
steps. It seemed as if she was inside a nightmare, unable to wake up. The 
lamp was the only source of light in that room plunged into darkness that 
gave to the midwife who was approaching her with his son in her arms, a 
grotesque appearance. 


She drew the child closer to the women who saw her baby for the first time. 
She saw his oval head with a small and pointed forehead, which until the 
jaws grew larger. Instead of the nose, he had a kind of bony trunk and a 
little above it, she could see a large and round eye, like that of a squid, 
covered with a thick web of red veins. But she was not able to see the eye, 
because the child was crying his heart out and kept it closed. 


The midwife looked now at the baby, now at the woman, and then at both of 
them. She saw how the woman caressed his thin hair on the crown of his 
head, and then rocked him in her arms uttering sweet words and the child’s 
sobs grew fainter. 


- This is my son, - she said kissing his forehead. And the baby stopped 
crying. 


